everybody lives within fantasy, within frames. 
sometimes the frames are made by us, sometimes 
they’re made by others. sometimes we need to 
believe that those made by us are made by others. 
but whatever the case, there’s no way out of the 
frame. when fantasies rupture or crack or break 
down completely, that’s trauma, like living 
temporarily in a storm. wong kar-wai's in the mood 
for love is a gorgeous, quiet, and painful exploration 
of what happens when the fantasy you create for 
yourself is a perverse one, when it only serves to 
keep you from confronting the pain that it was 
created to avoid. 


— evan puschak (the nerdwriter) 
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[ not in the mood for love | 


[3] 


tumawag yung isang friend ko one night to ask 
me kung ano daw ang sauce nung meme na 
“baguio as a friend.” so kinwento ko yung 
tungkol kay paolo contis and lj reyes and yen 
santos—which i don’t want to go into here na, 
google mo na lang—and then i told him: “pero 
ang tagal na niyan, cyst. nasa aljur-kylie-aj 
phase na ang mcu.” 


“mcu?” 
“marites cinematic universe.” 


tawa siya, saying, “sakto talaga na ikaw 
ang tinanong ko e.” 


“kasi meme expert ako?” 


€ 


“no,” he said. “kasi expert ka sa mga 
kabet-kabet.” 


[4] 


alam kong madami na kayong nabasa na 
kabetposting exposing cheaters written by their 
victims, pero have you ever read a kabetposting 
written by a cheater exposing himself? 


so here goes. 


[s] 


first time kong pumunta ng baguio nun. it was 
four years ago, and i was there to attend a 
literary conference. syempre excited ako nun— 
baguio is like one of the places in this country 
that make you forget for a while that you are in 
the philippines because god doesn’t love you— 
but sadly may literal na bagyo during my one- 
week stay there. 


“kumusta ang baguio?” she said over the 
phone. 


“heto, stranded lang dito sa hotel,” i 
said, lying in bed. 


“sayang naman,” she said. “paano kayo 
gagala niyan?” 


“ewan,” i said. “pero oks lang naman. 
pwede naman ako bumalik dito someday. and 


[6] 


you know naman na di lang baguio ang pinunta 
ko dito sa luzon, right?” 


let’s call her marites. she and i knew each 
other (only) online. you know how it goes: you 
post something funny and/or profound, it gets 
viral, people will add you. she was one of those 
people, and since pretty naman siya, and well- 
curated naman yung wall niya, sino ba naman 
ako not to accept her friend request? 


reacc-reacc lang yun sa shared memes at 
first e. but when nag-post siya one time ng 
screenshot from in the mood for love, yun na ang 
rising action: sorry na, i’m a simple guy, i 
couldn't resist sapiobaiting like that, so nag-pm 
ako agad sa kanya. fave ko ang film na yun, sabi 
ko. how can something be so sad and gorgeous 
at the same time? same, sabi niya. mapanakit 
pero ang aesthetic—masokista ka rin ba? slight, 
uwu, haha. 


mga one year din kaming ganyan. and 
when i received an email informing me na 
tanggap ako sa conference sa baguio, i got 
excited for two reasons: free baguio trip plus a 
chance to meet her in person. 


[7] 


si marites ang una kong in-inform about 
it. not my friends, not my parents, not even my 
jowa at the time. 


we then decided to meet each other 
somewhere in manila after the conference, 
preferably sa national museum (we were 
pretentious that way). and now here we were, 
lowkey flirting over the phone, she saying, 
“sige, ingat and enjoy ka muna diyan sa baguio. 
message mo lang ako if coming na kayo dito 
ha.” 


“oo naman,” i said. “excited na ako na 
makita ka in person for the first time.” 


“ako rin,” she said, her voice sounding 
like a winking emoji. 


“okay lang ba sa boyfriend mo?” 
“oo naman. sabi ko sa kanya friend kita.” 


see? nakapag-baguio na ako as a friend 
way before it was cool. 


[8] 


di ko na ikukwento kung anong mga nangyari 
sa one-week literary conference kasi that’s 
something only masochistic people (e.g. writers 
and literary critics) enjoy. fast-forward na tayo 
pagdating ko sa manila. 


supposedly dun sana ako magse-stay sa 
bahay ng isang friend ko, yung friend ko na 
years later would ask me about the context of 
“baguio as a friend.” something came up 
though. he and his fam got stranded sa province 
because of the typhoon, so di sila nakauwi ng 
manila. 


quick naman reflexes ni friend: ex- 
seminarian siya, so may friend siyang pari sa 
baclaran church. “okay lang ba sayong 
makitulog sa kumbento?” 


[9] 


“sandali lang naman, di ba?” sabi ko. 
“okay lang basta di ako magste-stay dun 
forever.” 


“don’t worry,” he said, laughing. “di ka 
naman pari material.” 


did he know what i was in manila for? did 
he know i was a deplorable person? 


anyway nakitulog nga ako sa kumbento. 
di naman ako nag-burst into flames. i was even 
surprised: when i got there the first thing my 
friend’s priest friend did was offer me a bottle of 
san mig light, straight from the ref in their 


pantry. 
and like some stupid dostoevsky, i 
rationalized: if there was booze inside the 


church, then everything was permitted, 
including cheating. 


[10] 


pero tulad sa in the mood for Jove, wala namang 
consummation na nangyari. kunsumisyon lang. 


di sumipot si marites. di ko siya ma- 
contact the day na magkikita na sana kami, pati 
na rin during my remaining few days sa manila. 
she explained everything to me via dm when i 
was already back in davao. she was very sorry: 
sobrang busy lang daw talaga, di niya in-expect. 
sabi ko: “it's okay, marites. we could have hurt 
the people we love.” 


akala ko isi-seen niya lang. a day later 
she finally replied: “haven't we already?” 


and just like that we never talked to each 
other again. 


but that day, the day we were supposed 
to meet but didn't, all i knew was that i felt 


[11] 


profoundly sad. looking back, though, i think i 
deserved it. 


so here’s how i spent my remaining days 
in manila, all alone, instead: 


(1) went to the national museum. di pala 
required may kalandian sa mga museum? if 
marites had gone there with me, we would have 
made and then carried forever an unnecessary 
mental museum of hurt. 


(2) drop by sa binondo. bumili ng 
pasalubong para kay jowa. kumain ng lunch na 
fried frog sa isang restaurant. next to that 
restaurant was a canal. whether the frogs came 
from there i didn’t bother overthinking, but 
what i knew for sure was that for a moment i 
wanted to dive into the pitch-black water and 
disappear forever. 


(3) rekta din sa recto. nagulat ako how 
lantaran their iconic industry was. pagkatapak 
ko pa lang sa bangketa may pumorma agad sa 
akin: “magpapagawa po kayo, sir?” 

“hindi po, sir,” i said. 

what i couldn’t say: i wasn’t there to fake 
something. i was there to make something real. 


[12] 


there’s a reason why the two main characters of 
in the mood for love, to make sense of their 
spouses’ infidelity, have to pretend to be their 
spouses. di lang naman yun a masochistic form 
of empathy, of understanding where their 
cheating spouses are coming from. i argue that 
it’s about something deeper: they need to 
pretend to be their spouses kasi philosophically 
speaking cheating fulfills our primordial need 


to be someone else. 


“identity is tied to space,” kuda ko 
during one of the sessions at the literary 
conference. “who we are depends on where we 
are.” 


“when you are traveling,” sabi ni césar 
aira sa nobela niyang the Literary conference, “the 


[13] 


thought that nobody knows you gives you a 
certain feeling of impunity.” 


paolo and yen went to baguio not only 
because they thought they could get away with 
it but also because they no longer wanted to be 
who they were. 


Pm not trying to romanticize what they 
did. explanation doesn’t amount to justification. 
of course it’s terrible. but ang hypocrite ko 
naman, di ba, kung sa akin manggagaling yan? 


[14] 


i didn’t cheat naman siguro in the strictest sense 
of the word. yet to echo philosopher olivia 
rodrigo: i was still a traitor. 


the plane was about to land in davao. 
through the window i could see the ground 
getting nearer and nearer. back to reality, i 
thought, and closed my eyes. 


yung jowa ko ang sumalubong sa akin. i 
hugged her so tight it hurt. 


[15 ] 


nung last night ko sa kumbento ng baclaran 
napagkamalan akong seminarista ng mga pari 
na bumisita. “you seem like you'd be a good 
one,” one of them said. 


kung alam niyo lang, mga father. 
ngumiti na lang ako sa kanila at nagmano. 


nung kami na lang dalawa ng pari na 
friend ng friend ko, sabi ko sa kanya na may 
gusto sana akong sabihin. he'd listen daw, so he 
got each one of us a bottle of san mig light. 
umakyat kami sa taas ng kumbento, sa rooftop 
malapit sa kampana. 


“so ano ba ang bumabagabag sayo?” 


“father,” i started my confession, staring 
at the vehicles and people passing by below. i 
told him everything. 


[16] 


| no drivers license | 


[18] 


ang hirap mag-emote while listening to “drivers 
license” if nagko-commute ka lang. yeah, you 
badly want to cry, and feel na feel mo ang pain, 
but this jeep is not yours and nakakahiya naman 
sa ibang passengers. ang hassle din if you 
actually cried: imagine wiping your tears with 
all that face mask and face shield. so tiis-tiis ka 
na lang, and sa bahay ka na lang magbe-break 
down later. 


[19] 


kakagaling mo lang sa boarding house ng jowa 
mo. actually ex mo na siya, you broke up two 
weeks ago, pero the day after you two called it 
quits nag-dm ka sa kanya: “i feel like we didn’t 
have a proper closure.” 


“nag-usap naman tayo nang maayos 
kahapon,” reply niya. 


“yeah. sa messenger.” 
“so gusto mong pag-usapan to f2?” 
you said yes. 


sabi niya kita kayo sa boarding house 
niya, where you had spent pretty much a lot of 
your college life. maghihintay daw siya sayo, 
and when you arrived there of course walang 
usapan o closure na nangyari. when you were 


[20] 


done sabi niya, medyo hinihingal pa, “pero wala 
nang tayo ha.” 


tumalikod ka and softly said yes. iyak ka 
rin, burying your face in the pillow. alam na 
alam mo yung amoy ng bed niya. in the past 
you'd joke sa kanya, “labhan mo na beddings 
mo,” and usually tatawa lang siya, sabay sabi na 
wag ka raw mag-alala kasi marami naman 
siyang extra towel. 


“come on,” sabi niya nung napansin 
niyang umiiyak ka. “let’s be adults here. ginusto 
mo rin naman to.” 


he was right. ginusto mo yun, and that 
was why naulit pa the next day. and the next. 
tapos araw-araw na. 


para sa kanya obvious na wala lang, like 
it was Just a kind thing to do sa ex niya. bait niya 
naman. pero for you? my god you couldn’t deny 
na enjoy na enjoy mo rin naman, sarap kaya, but 
once the deed was done you always felt this 
unspeakable pain and emptiness within you. 
how could that happen? bat masakit kung wala 
naman nang nandun? ikaw lang yung umiiyak 
palagi pagkatapos. 


[21] 


“this is like that taguro meme,” nakuha 
mo pang i-joke sa kanya sa third tryst niyo. 
“anong closure-closure? tanginamo, eugene, 
let’s hurt each other more.” 


tumawa lang siya nang slight, and after a 
brief lull sabi niya, seryoso, “kung masakit na 
para sayo, we can stop this naman. just one word 
from you.” 


you laughed. di mo rin alam kung bakit. 
“okay pa naman ako,” you lied. “let's be adults 
here.” 


[22] 


fourth. fifth. sixth. and so on, until two weeks 
ka na nga sa confusing situation niyo ngayon. 


[23] 


“remember lacan?” sabi niya sayo out of the 
blue after ng “closure” niyo kanina. 


i remember everything, gusto mong 
sabihin. i remember the four years we shared 
together. sayo yata ako nag-enroll for college e. 
pero shit ka naman e, sa daming pwede nating i- 
reminisce ngayon, si lacan pa talaga ang gusto 
mong pag-usapan? but you couldn't say all that, 
so sabi mo na lang: “why?” 


“report ko yun sa lit crit class natin 
dati,” sabi niya. “absent ka nun. pero okay lang, 
wala ka rin sigurong maiiintindihan sa report 
ko. not that i find you stupid ha.” 


“don't worry na baka ma-hurt mo 
feelings ko if you say i'm stupid. alam ko na 


H 


yan. 


[24] 


“no, god no,” sabi niya. “the thing is, 
ako mismo kasi na reporter di alam ang 
pinagsasabi ko e. feeling ko nga di rin gets ng 
prof natin yung theories ni lacan. who does?” 
kinuha niya ang unan sa may paanan niyo at 
pinatong niya sa unan niya. “anyway na- 
mention ko si lacan kasi in fairness may naalala 
naman ako sa mga theory niya. jouissance.” 


“jou—what?” 


“Gouissance. it’s a feeling so pleasurable 
it’s painful. or is it the other way around? i think 
the confusion between pain and pleasure is the 
key component here. we constantly seek 
pleasure that we end up oblivious to the fact that 
we’re hurting ourselves. something like that.” 


di ka kumibo. natahimik na rin siya. 


class dismissed. 


[25] 


you got up. pumunta ka ng cr, naghilamos. 
gagamitin mo pa sana yung extra towel niya to 
wipe your face, pero instead you just used your 
handkerchief. when you got out of the cr, 
already fully clothed, with face mask and face 
shield and all, sabi mo sa kanya, who was still 
lying in bed: “una na ako, taguro. salamat.” 


tumango siya. ngumiti—probably the 
last time you'd see him smile. “bye, eugene.” 


[26] 


pumara ka ng jeep sa may kanto, and that’s the 
Jeep you’ re riding right now. gustong-gusto mo 
nang mag-break down while listening to 
“drivers license” on repeat, but again 
nakakahiya naman if inside this jeep, with all 
these people around. pati ba naman sa 
emotional breakdown, you tell yourself, factor 
pa rin ang privilege? 


nag-notify ang phone mo. may chat siya. 
it says: “balik ka ba dito bukas?” 


you choose to ignore the message. 
binalik mo sa bag mo ang phone mo, and you 
feel na such gesture signifies a breakthrough. 
tumingin ka sa labas ng jeep, trying to feel the 
wind despite the face shield. but later on, nung 
dumaan ang jeep sa usual intersection, lumiko 
ito sa kabila. that mini heart attack when you 


[27] 


realize that you rode the wrong jeep. gusto 
mong pumara nang pasigaw, but it seems as if 
wala kang boses. and deep inside, when you 
remember saan ka galing and saan mo talaga 
gustong pumunta, you realize one thing: you’ve 
never really learned how to make para agad 
kahit alam mong mali na. 


[28] 


| all too unwell | 


[30 ] 


realization after watching “all too well” short 
film: required pala talaga maging mayaman 
para cinematic ang landian. 


baka kaya di worthy of making art about 
yung relationship natin kasi ang baho? like 
instead of singing in the car getting lost upstate, 
what we had was riding a jampacked non-aircon 
bus to sultan kudarat. awkward naman mag- 
romantic moments dun kasi walang privacy, 
tapos nakatayo pa sa harap natin ang 
konduktor, his crotch shamelessly facing us. 


yung argument nila sa kitchen mga 
almost halfway through the short film? i know 
kaiyak, textbook gaslighting and all, pero sorry 
i got distracted sa ganda ng mga appliance and 
lighting nila, reminiscent of what burgis people 
humblebrag about on home buddies. gripo pa 


[31] 


lang e mukhang life savings ko na. so imagine if 
may short film din about sa atin tapos may 
kitchen argument scene? shet starring yung mga 
baso namin na garapon ng nescafe at cup 
noodles, especially yung tinake-home natin na 
baso once from mang inasal. 


and would people seriously consider and 
cry to the short film if, instead of a red scarf, 
what you left at home was a good morning 
towel? 


don’t get me started sa medyo indulgent 
peppering of kissing scenes! yeah nag-kiss 
naman din tayo countless times when we were 
still together, but do you actually think 
aesthetically pleasing yung locations ng mga 
kababalaghan natin? if hindi sa sordid boarding 
house ko na amoy pancit canton palagi, dun 
tayo sa suki natin na “hotel.” yes, even if it was 
technically more expensive than the 88 
pesos/hour ones, it deserves the quotation 
marks: its rooms were so sticky and small they 
triggered not only desperate horniness but also 
claustrophobia. to this day, moreover, dropping 
any of my clothes on the floor makes me shiver. 


[32] 


and instead of fighting about me 
dropping your hand during the catchup with 
my friends earlier, remember what we once 


fought about? 


the fact that we never traveled 
somewhere nice that much. 


[33] 


“nagta-travel lang naman tayo kung 
kailangan,” you told me when we got back 
home from sultan kudarat. 


“please lang, not this again,” i said, 
getting a glass of water. “di ka ba masaya na 
sinamahan kita dun?” 


“sinamahan mo lang ako kasi paranoid 
ka na may imi-meet ako dun.” 


“what? i know who you were going to 
meet. makeup artist mo para sa pageant. bat ko 
pagseselosan yan?” 


you laughed. “pinagseselosan mo naman 
ang lahat.” 


[34] 


“what the fuck, babe? nag-absent ako sa 
work today para samahan ka, at alam mong no 
work, no pay ako, and this is what i get?” 


“sinabihan kita di ba na di mo naman 
kailangan sumama?” 


“that was a long trip. i needed to.” 


“see? tama ako. nagta-travel lang tayo 
together kung kailangan.” 


sa sobrang inis natapon ko ang baso from 
mang inasal. in all fairness di nabasag, wow 
tibay, may little cracks lang. and if i was an 
english teacher, #d say that those cracks 
represented the ones our relationship had, only 
that they weren't little. 


you immediately got your bag. “okay, 
salamat ha? salamat sa pagsama sa akin. sorry na 
rin sa istorbo. uwi na ako.” 


“come on,” i said, running after you. 


naabutan kita, and i immediately hugged 
you from behind. you cried. 

“Pm sorry,” i whispered, also crying. 
“these things—they’re beyond my control 
right now, okay? i’ve just graduated, you know? 


[35] 


sinusubukan ko pa lang buuin ang buhay ko, but 
Pm glad i already have you. you complete me. if 
it hurts you that i can’t give you what you want, 
it hurts me as well, maybe even more. all i want 
is to make you happy, and a part of me crumbles 
every time this pathetic life of mine tells me that 


ican't.” 


“di naman kita nire-require na ibigay sa 
akin ang lahat,” you said. you turned around 
and hugged me back. “i'm sorry if napapa-feel 
ko yan sayo. ikaw lang naman din talaga ang 
kailangan ko. pero ano lang, minsan napapaisip 
lang kasi ako na baka may something pa na 


pwede nating gawin o pwede tayo maging?” 


“we will do a lot more things, babe. in 
time. we're young and we have the remaining 
years of our lives to do them. please bear with 
me lang. i promise you we will be something 
more than this.” 


[36] 


but we didn’t become more than that because 
life in your early 20s is not supposed to be fun. i 
quit my job and got depressed (not sure if in that 
order), and you also got depressed but didn’t 
quit your job (you just couldn’t: work > mental 
health). we threatened each other of 
committing suicide a lot of times, and when we 
no longer wanted to hurt each other, as our final 
act of love, if not for each other but for our own 
selves, we decided to break up. 


[37] 


for closure i invited you to a trip we'd never had. 
na-afford ko naman kasi i'd been saving up for 
something like that ever since. and if we were to 
end everything there, i might as well just give 
everything i had left. 


we stayed one night in a resort, our last 
night together. it was an artificial island resort 
somewhere in davao del sur. there we forgot 
about everything and pretended we’d never lost 
the one real thing we'd ever known. 


nasa shore tayo nun, swimming. we were 
hugging each other kasi sobrang lamig. 
“remember mo ba,” i asked you, “yung lantsa 
nung pumunta tayo ng samal?” 


“i remember na pumunta tayo dun kasi 
birthday ng tita mo,” you said softly. you even 


[38] 


teased me: “pumunta lang tayo dun kasi 
kailangan.” 


but natawa na lang ako and kissed your 
forehead. “sira. pumunta tayo dun kasi i 
introduced you to my relatives.” 


“sige na nga, sabi mo e,” you said, 


laughing. 


“anyway, i said, “remember yung 
lantsa? lakas ng alon, takot ka baka mag-sink 
tayo. you were holding me this tight.” 
hinigpitan ko ang yakap ko. 


tahimik ka lang for a while, just hugging 
me back tighter. then you said, “but we’re 
sinking now, babe.” 


together we submerged ourselves in the 
water, as if drowning ourselves. 


una kang umahon. i held my breath 
longer until you yanked me up. 


i looked you in the eye and said, “thanks 
for saving me.” 


di halata kasi basa na tayo to begin with, 
pero we were crying like crazy. we then kissed 
as if nothing else mattered. 


[39] 


di ko na ikikwento yung mga nangyari after our 
last night. obvious naman: we parted ways, 
moved on with our separate lives. but i'd like to 
end our story there, on that artificial island. in 
the final analysis, despite the shitty things that 
happened between us, one thing can't be denied. 


we were young and in love. 


[40] 


it’s been years since that night. i know you’re 
already doing okay. ako? oks lang, afford na 
bumili ng maayos na kitchen utensils, pero di pa 
siguro ang car. kaya naman siguro yung car in 
the near future if pag-iipunan talaga, but to be 
honest i'm just afraid of driving. my burgis best 
friend once wrote a burgis personal essay about 
the burgis act of driving your own car, and his 
insight was: “i realized that when you drive, it's 
not just about you anymore. it’s about you, the 
passengers, and the people you left behind.” 


ang baho, i know, and far from 
cinematic, but i’m writing a novel about us, 
about all this shit. if may pa-epigraph na pablo 
neruda si mareng taylor, maypa-pastiche 
naman ako of e. e. cummings. since the novel 
revolves around our last night on that artificial 


[41] 


island resort, its tentative title is somewhere we 
have never traveled. 


i hope you haven’t forgotten that 
cummings poem yet. that’s the poem i read you 
nung jej pa tayo, nung first date natin. 


[42] 


ewan ko if may pa-book launch din ako like sa 
ending ng short film ng “all too well.” di naman 
ako ganun kasikat. drop ko na lang siguro sa 
wattpad, out of the blue. 


either way, though, that’s the closure 
Pve always wished for, when i can finally shut 
that novel very beautifully, suddenly, and live 
my life without you gladly beyond. 


[43 ] 


thanks for reading! if you enjoyed this and would 
like to support my future projects, you may donate 
any amount to my gcash: 


JA*E MA*K C. 
Mobile No.: 093° see 470 


jade mark capifianes is the author of the flash fiction 
collection how to grieve, published in 2022 by 
everything’s fine. he lives in davao, mostly in the 
internet. check out more of his stuff on his website. 
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